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Mark couldn't help yawning as he walked drowsily to his bedroom. He couldn't really complain about it though, 
because so much had gotten done on the album today, he couldn't help but be tired. He grinned as he thought 
about it, he hadn't had this much fun working on an album since the early days of Creed. He tried not to think 
about those days, in some ways, the split from Scott was still an open wound from them and working with 
Myles was a fresh start. 


Myles.. 


The grin on his face continued to spread as he thought about the singer. Meeting Myles was like a breath of 
fresh air for all of them. They may have only know each other for a couple of months, but whenever he and 
Myles had a chance to just talk, about their music, their families, about their visions for alter bridge, it just 


seemed like they had known each other forever. Words flowed easily between them and there had been many a 
night when they had stayed up until dawn just lost in conversation. 


He'd come to value Myles very quickly, as a band mate, fellow songwriter, and a friend. He knew that he felt 
he was just hired on for his voice, and with the constant criticisms about him causing Creed's breakup, it was 
difficult at first for them all to really connect. He'd been a bit nervous around them at first, shy and a little 
withdrawn, mainly due to the fact he'd had some negative experiences with people who had a lot of fame and 


was worried that they would be the same. 


Mark hoped that they had finally gotten through to him. He did seem to be opening up to them much more 
than he did previously, which set off emotions in him that he didn't quite understand. There was a growing 
closeness between the four of them, like a brotherhood, something he could only remember before the drugs, 


the booze and the fame had its hold on them, but there was something different between he and Myles. 


There was the happiness he felt when Myles would come to him with and issue or concern and it would turn 
into another one of their talks for hours, or the warmth he felt when when Myles had gleefully came to him 
with his ideas for the next album without any hesitation or nervousness. To Brian and Flip, it meant that Myles 
had finally felt like he was one of them, an equal and not a hired hand, but to him, that moment just solidified 
those feelings he didn't have a name for yet, but he definitely had a feeling he knew exactly what they were. 


The bluesy sounds of muffled jazz broke him from his musings as he walked back to the studio. "Who the hell 
could have left a CD on this late?" He muttered softly to himself. He growled in annoyance as he began to 
march back down to the studio. “Brian and Flip definitely keep weird hours sometimes." 


He walked into the room, completely ready to tell off one of his band mates for keeping him up, when he 
realized what he heard wasn't a CD at all. The musician still hadn't heard him enter, still lost in the jazzy beats 
he was bringing forth from the guitar. Mark just stood frozen, not able to believe his ears or his eyes. He 
knew that Myles could play guitar, but he never knew that he was on this level. He had never heard anything 
like it before it his life, but he knew without a doubt, he wanted to hear it again. 


Before he could stop himself, he started to clap, half to get Myles’ attention and the other half because he 
couldn't think of another way to begin to praise his skill. 


"Myles..that was amazing.” 


The brunette jumped slightly, finally realizing he wasn't alone. He set the guitar down and looked up at his one 


man audience. 
"Markl |.| urm.! didn't mean to wake you." he stammered, deciding now to stare at any place besides Mark. 
Mark instantly crossed the gap between them and dropped down beside him on the couch, wrapping his arm 


around his shoulders, he pulled Myles against his chest and ruffled his hair fondly. "That was fuckin amazing! 
Why didn’t you tell us you could play like that?!" 


"Well." he started softly. "You did call looking for only a singer..! didn't want to step on anyone's toes here." 


Mark sighed in annoyance. He had hoped by now that Myles understood that he was an equal in this band, but 
it seemed that he still didn't completely get the message across. "Myles..you're not stepping on anyone's toes. 
You're not just some hired hand we have for touring. You're important as hell to us. We already knew you 

were an amazing singer and songwriter with the ideas you keep throwing at us, and know | find out you're an 


extremely talented guitar player too? Man we really lucked out when we found youl” 


Myles couldn't stop the blush that spread across his face from the praise. He'd known when they'd had called 
him in so late, they had just wanted a vocalist for their material, so he tried to be exactly what they'd asked 
of him. However, as he got to know the guys a bit better it seemed like that wasn't the case at all. All of 
them were actually very receptive to any of the ideas he'd had, even on the first record and that was a 


shock he was still dealing with. 


"--| mean you're able to do all of these great things and didn't even bother to tell us! What else are you 
hiding from me Myles?" He asked teasingly. 


Myles snapped to attention at that question There were reasons that he was finding it so hard to believe that 
he was thought of as one of their brothers since he had joined Alter Bridge. The first being Mark himself. He 
felt a connection to him that he didn't have with Flip or Brian. It was like the two of them understood each 


other on a deeper level. 
Then there was the other thing. 


Myles couldn't deny that he was attracted to Mark. He'd felt the spark between them when they first met 
and it had felt it growing the more they spent time together. He had never felt like this toward another man 
before and it frightened him. He didn't want to ruin his newfound friendship with Mark, but he didn't know how 


much longer he'd be able to keep this secret: 


Mark had noticed Myles’ silence and the small smile on his face changed to a deep frown, and quickly wracked 
his brain to think of what he could have said to upset him. "Myles what's wrong? Did | say something?" 


Myles sighed softly, forcing a smile on his face as he looked back over at Mark, "No it's nothing. Don't worry 
about it." 


But Mark wasn't going to let this one go. He'd thought that he'd become quite good at reading Myles' emotions 
if he did say so himself, and the sudden silence and his refusal to once again not meet his gaze, definitely told 
him that there was something wrong and he was most likely the one that caused it. "No. There's something 


else isn't there." When Myles' remained silent he continued, "Please talk to me." 


When before it was comforting, now Mark's closeness felt like it was smothering him and he had to get away. 


He quickly pushed off Mark's arm and stood, ready to bolt for the door at a moment's notice. 


At Myles' reaction he sighed in defeat. "| was hoping that by now you knew that you could come to me with 


anything. Haven't we known each other long enough for you to be able to trust me?" 
"That was a low blow." Myles said softly, still refusing to face Mark. "You don't play fair.” 


"Nobody ever said | did" Mark replied. "Now can you please tell me what's wrong? | know | said something to 
upset you. | just want to know what it was, so | don't do it again. | don't like seeing you upset buddy." 


The silence was heavy in the room, nothing like the usual companionable silences that existed when they were 
usually alone together. This one was filled with an undeniable tension. Mark could see it in Myles, with the he 
stood frozen to his spot, his muscles tensed and with the way he was wearing a hole in his carpet with his 
foot. Mark wanted to say something, anything to try to break the ice, but he knew that he couldn't. It was 
apparent that Myles had something important to say and he was going to sit silently and wait for him to 
reveal it or leave and pretend like this never happened. 


Either way, the ball wasn't in his court anymore. 
"I didn't want to overstep my boundaries. | didn't want to take anymore than you were offering me ya know?" 
Before Mark could answer, Myles continued. "Being here with you guys has made me happier than | can 


remember. You helped me rediscover my passion for music and | don't want anything to jeopardize that." 


Mark didn't understand. He stood and reached out a hand to Myles’ shoulder only to him have him flinch away 
from it which furthered his confusion. "What are you talking about?" 


This time Myles finally turned to face him, "You asked me if | was hiding anything else from you right? Well 
what if | told you | was?" 


"| wouldn't force it out of you if that's what you're asking. I'd just wait. | trust that when you were ready, 
you'd come talk to me about it” 


"And if it was something that would make you hate me?" 

Mark smiled at that. "You're one of the kindest, most genuine people that | know. | don't think there's anything 
that could make me hate you." Considering they'd barely known each other for barely a year, some might think 
this was just him pacifying his upset friend, but Mark was shocked to learn that he'd meant every word he'd 
said and that's when those mysterious feelings of his began to click together for him. 


Myles just shook his head sadly, a resigned look on his face as if he believed that every word Mark was saying 
was a lie. "You don't understand." 


"Try me." 


He did. 


There were a multitude of words that could have been used to describe how he felt when Myles kissed him. 
Stunned, shocked, amazed were only a few that came to mind, but then there were the ones that he wasn't 
expecting, like happy, intrigued, and.aroused. Before his mind even had a chance to catch up with his body, 
Myles roughly pushed him away and was backing toward the door with a look of pure terror on his face. 


"'m-l'm sorry. don't know what came over me. l-l just-" He stammered as his hands fumbled at the door to 
let him out of the room. "I'll just get out of your way.please don't mention this to the others. already fucked 
up with you. | don't know if | could take losing their friendship too." 


That was the last straw for Mark. He surged forward, trapping Myles' face between his hands, and slammed 
their lips together. He felt their teeth clash and mentally winced. This was not ow he wanted things to go right 
when he realized he had a chance with his friend. He eased up, turning the kiss softer, gentler with more lips 
instead of teeth. He felt Myles’ fall back completely against the door and his body go lax. He felt Myles’ arms 
come up and grip his shoulders, but he couldn't tell whether or not he was pushing him away or trying to pull 


him closer. 


When their lips broke apart, Myles hands kept their spot fisted in Mark's shirt while Mark's fingers continue 
to caress Myles' face, each afraid that the other might disappear. They stood there for what seemed like an 
eternity, trying to catch their breath and figure out what to say. Finally, it was Myles that broke the silence. 


"What was that?" he muttered softly. "Why did you do that?" 


Mark chuckled nervously. "If you don't know what that was | must not be doing it right, and why | did it? 
That's easy. | usually go after the things | want and | wanted to kiss you." 


Myles scoffed, "Really? Just all of a sudden out of the blue you wanted to kiss me? Bullshit man!" 


"It wasn't all of a sudden" This caught Myles’ attention again and he stopped trying to leave. "Look, | know 
you've felt it too. That since the day we've met there's been something between us, a spark, a connection, 
whatever the fuck you want to call it, it's been there and you were brave enough to tell me your secret, so | 


thought I'd man up and tell you mine.” 


Myles was stunned. He knew Mark wasn't lying to him, he could never be that cruel which meant one of his 
deepest hopes had the chance of coming true, and he didn't know what to do. He looked back at Mark, his eyes 
shining with the care and happiness that Myles always thought was brotherly, but know with this new 
perspective he could see things a little differently, like the hints of lust hidden deep in those dark depths and 


nervousness Myles assumed was from Mark thinking he was gonna bolt again. 
"So where do we go from here?" He asked shyly. 


"Well." Mark said as he closed the distance between them and placed a much more gentle kiss to Myles’ lips. 


"Bed could always be a good choice." Another kiss. "The couch might work well too." A nuzzle to his neck. "We 
can go anywhere you Myles, just say the word." He whispered with a sharp nip to his ear before pulling away 


with a sultry smirk firmly planted onto his face. 


A little dazed and flushed from the kisses, Myles’ replied with a tiny smirk of his own before leaning into Mark 


again, "How fast can we get to your room again?" 


